98                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

yesterday ?   Your pride will say no, but I
am appealing to your heart,

LXXXVI.

PARIS, Saturday night, January 15, 1844.
I AM sorry that you are ill. But you will
permit me to believe only what I can believe
of the manner of your catching cold. This
accident seldom keeps one in bed; still more
seldom does it keep one in bed as long as
it keeps you. All your illnesses have hap-
pened too opportunely not to be a little
suspicious to me. Formerly you were more
frank. You simply wrote a page of re-
proaches and said that you were angry.
Now you have another system. You write
little notes which are very pretty and co-
quettish and say that you are ill or that you
have a cold. I think I preferred your
other process. I hope to meet you in bet-
ter humor Tuesday. You treat me like the
sun, which comes out only once a month.
Good-by; I am not very well pleased with
you. A month without seeing you is too
long.
